That was why I had to shoot, and they would not believe me, and the
girl later swore she had seen him pulling the trigger. Now it is all
finished, wine and palms in pots and parrots and scent and cosmetics
and frilled pillowcases, and I am a pauper, I am here, and I shall be safe.
I shall eat so little you would never notice it, and I promise to mend
your clothes for you.*

In the morning Frossia went to the Domkom. The chairman, after
listening to her story, asked quite casually: Is she well again? Why,
she must be if she is discharged. Well, you will have to share your room
with her.9

*I mean to/ said Frossia.

But the other tenants were sceptical.

Those who once lost their wits, often take to thieving when they
get better,' grumbled the undertaker.

'Back to die asylum she goes once she starts any of her tricks again,'
threatened Olga Semenovna, easily forgetting both saucepan and
sympathy.

Even the timid Anna Trofimovna rang an uncertain note:

'Euphrosynia Pavlovna, do you think it quite safe? Supposing she
were to harm Dasha,' but little Dasha herself answered her mother:
'You said God took care of those whose wits were shaky.'

Alina Touras settled down quietly enough. She had brought little
luggage except an enormous workbasket. She mended, patched, darned,
washed, dusted and swept Frossia's room. She sat by the window,
observing the small scene before her. She stayed indoors. She mended
Frossia's ancient oil stove and cooked their frugal meals in the room.
She showed herself reluctant to appear in the passage, the kitchen, the
stairs. After that bout of garrulousness on her arrival, she lapsed into
taciturnity. She kept to one corner of the room, watching Frossia
intently, adoration in her deeply sunken eyes. Once in the middle of the
night Frossia woke to find Alina Karlovna moving about the room. The
steam from a saucepan spiralled in the dim light of the candle. Frossia
coughed, and Alina Karlovna whispered: 'I have just boiled some
water. Please let me wash your feet. They will be so much more
comfortable. I know you have had a tiring day.'

After about a fortnight indoors, Alina Karlovna ventured into the
streets, stood in a queue, brought back the day's thin rations, and a
swollen underlip. It had bled, dry blood was caked all over her chin,
and Frossia looked aghast.
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